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She loued hear a Shephearde cald,

Alanius longe a go :
Who fauers one yfmenia now,

the caufe of al her wo :
No place fo fyt for the as this,

Lo heare Siluanus Hands,
Who hath receaued lyke luck to thine

at cruel Fortunes hands,
This company befemes the well,

Fayr Shepheards both good deane,
To the Seluagia eke of Hope,

Whom Loue hath fpoyled clean e :
A thoufande better dayes I wyfh,

than thou haft had before,
At length may better Fortune fall,

For worfe can not be more.
To trufte the fayned words of men,

Loe, thus poore women fpeeds.
And men do fmarte not through your words

but your vnconflant deeds.
For you when earneftlyeft you loue,

no thyng can chaunce fo lyght.
But yf a toye com in your Brayne,

your mynde is altered quyght.
If we but ones, abfent our felues,

the fhortefl tyme we maye,
So muche vnconflant is your rninde

Loue foreth flrayght awaye,
Example take Sirenus here

whom once Diana lovd,
As all we know, and looke how foone

her mynd is now removd:
No, no, there is not one of you,

that conftant can remayne :
You iudge but of malicious hart,

and of a laloufe brayne.
All thyngs you do your felues efteme,

and men muft beare no blame.